KING    WILLIAM    LAND
by heavy stones at its base — and this winged menace, com-
panion to the Post as long as the autumn lasted, was so ominous
a sight that somehow no one dared to shoot it.
My thoughts went back to yesterday, to Sturrock and his
clippers, cutting the wires of his wireless set. Sturrock was a
Hudson's Bay apprentice who had left King William Land in
the boat that had brought me in. I had watched him as he got
his effects together, and they seemed to consist mainly of his
wireless — an old B battery to which was hooked a telephone
set. He had made it himself; and though it could not have
cost him more than a couple of dollars, it was his all, and he
wrapped it carefully away in an old egg-crate as if it were the
most resplendent jewel in the world.
Sturrock had accomplished marvels with his toy, feats proper
to rouse the jealousy of a power station. For the ether is like a
woman: it is not enough to have instruments of price and power:
you must amuse it, cajole it, invoke it in your dreams. Anyone
who has seen an amateur wireless operator retire to a corner of
a room and dream for hours with that shy preoccupied air they
all have, knows how true this is. Living in the solitude of the
Post, Sturrock had prayed to the goddess of the wireless tenderly
and with respect, and she had come to him and stayed with him.
Elsewhere she had come and fled, or had not come at all; but
she had never deserted Sturrock. Thus the young man had
grown famous in the Arctic, and it was to him that the whole of
the North had sent forth its appeals. With his sensitive hands
— there are hands in the world that confer grace, and he had
them — Sturrock would rescue messages that were dying in the
air; he would revive them and relay them to their destination.
Small wonder, then, that on his last day Sturrock had not
drunk with us, had stuck his mail into his pocket without look-
ing at it, and that I remember him best squatting beneath the
table that had been the altar raised to his goddess, cutting the
earth wire and leaving in the wall a little hole like a wound.
The boat left, and with it Sturrock and his toy. We had a
receiving set at the Post, but no sending apparatus; and it was
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